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VOLKMAR.—. Swiss Tale. 


IT was evening when Volkmar 
and his dog, almost spent with fa- 
tigue, descended one of the mountains 
in Switzerland : the sun was dilated in 
the horizon, and threw a tint of rich 


crimson over the waters of a neighbor- | 


ing lake, on each side rocks of varied 
forms, their green heads glowing in 
the beam, were swarded with shrubs 


» that hung feathering from their sum- 
> mits, and at intervals was heard the 


rushing of a troubled stream. Amid 


} this scenery our traveller, far from any 
) habitation, wearied, and uncertain of. 


' the road, sought for some excavation 
> in the rock wherein he might repose 


» himself, and having, at length, disco- 
vered such a situation, fell fast asleep 


upon some withered leaves. 


His dog 


sat watching at his feet ; a small bundle 


of linen anda staff were placed by him, 
and the red rays of the declining sun, 
having pierced through the shrubs that 
concealed the retreat, gleamed in the 


® languid features of his beloved master. 


And long be thy rest, oh, Volkmar! 
may sleep sit pleasant on thy soul! un- 
happy man !—war hath estranged thee 
from thy native village : war, unnatu- 
ral war, snatched thee from thy Fanny 
and her infant! Where art thou best 
of wives? Thy Volkmar lives! ’Twas 
error spread his death. Thou fled’st: thy 
beauty caught the eye of power: thou 


fied’st with thy infant and thy aged sire. | 


Unhappy woman! thy husband seek- 


eth thee over the wilds of Switzerland! | 


Long be thy rest, oh, Volkmar! may 





f sleep sit pleasant on thy soul !—Yet» 
not long did Volkmar rest: starting» 
he beheld the dog, who, seizing his 
coat, had shook it with violence; and, 
having thoroughly awakened him, 
whining, licked his face, and sprang 
through the thicket. Volkmar eagerly 
following, discerned at some distance 
| @_man gently walking down the decli- 
| vity ef the opposite hill, and his dog 

running wit® full speed towards him. 
| The sun yet threw athwart the vale 
| rays of a blood red hue ; the sky was 
overcast, and a few big round drops 
rustled through the drooping leaves. 
Volkmar sat him down, the dog now 
| fawned upon the man, then, bounding, 
jran before him. The curiosity of 
Volkmar was roused; he rose to meet 
the stranger, who, as he drew nearer, 
j appeared old, very old, his steps 
| scarcely supported with a staff : a blue 
| mantle was wrapped around him, and 
| his hair, white as snow, and waving to 
l the breeze of the hill, received from 
| beneath a dark cloud the last deep crim- 
| son of the setting sun. The dog now 
| ran wagging his tail, first to his mas- 
| ter, and then to the stranger, leaping 
| upon each with marks of the utmost 
| rapture, till too rudely expressing his 
| joy, the old man, tottering, fell at the 
| foot of a blasted beech that stood at 
the bottom of the hill. Volkmar has- 
tened to his relief, and had just reach- 
ed the spot, when, starting back, he 
exclaimed—“ My Father! Oh, my 
| father !? Gothre, for so the old man 
was called, saw and knew his son: a 
| smile of extacy lighted up his features, 
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beamed transport through the waters | 
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a hectic flushed his cheeks, his eyes } 


cive to private happiness, but produc- 
tive of many virtues essential to the 


that suffused them, and stretching | welfare of society. What 1s societ 


forth his arm, he faintly uttered —“ My 
beloved son!” 


without confidence ? But if the selfish 


Nature could do no| and mean system, which is established 


more: the bloom upon his withered and recommended among many whose 


cheeks fled fast away ; the dewy lustre | 
of his eyes grew dim: the throbbing | 
of his heart oppressed him; and strain- 
ing Volkmar with convulsive energy, 
the last long breath of aged Gothre fled 
cold across the cheek of his son. The 
night grew dark and unlovely, the 
moon struggled to appear, and by fits 
her pale light streamed across the lake; 
a silence deep and terrible prevailed, 
unbroken but by a cold shriek, that at 
intervals died along the valley. Volk- 
mr lay entranced upon the dead body 
of his father; the dog stood motion- 
less by his side ; but at last, alarmed, 
he licked their faces, and pulling his 
master by the coat, till, having in vain 
endeavored to awaken them, he ran 
howling dreadful along the valley : the 
demon of the night trembled on this 
hill of storms, and the rocks returned 
a deepening echo. Volkmar at last 
awoke ; a cold sweat trickled over his 
forehead ; every muscle shook with 
horror, and, kneeling by the body of 
Gothre, he wept aloud.— Where is 
my Fanny !” he exclaimed; “ where 
shall I find her? Oh! that thou hadst 
told me she yet lived, good old man! If 
alive, she must be near.—The night is 
dark : these mountains are unknown 
to me.” Ashe spoke, the illumined 
edge of a cloud shone on the face of 
Gothre ; a smile yet dwelt upon his 
said Volkmar: “ 1 feel it at my heart 
—all shall yet be well!’ The night 
grew dark, and Volkmar, retiring a 
few paces from his father, threw him- 
self on the ground. 


features.—* Smuilest thou, my father?” | 


( To be concluded in our next.) 


—< + eee 


iNGENUOUSNESS. 
An open and ingenuous disposition 
is not only beautiful and most condu- 
7 , 


advice and example have weight, should 

universally prevail, in whom and in 

what shall we be able to confide ? It is 

already shocking to a liberal mind to 

observe what a multitude of papers, 
parchments, and solemn engagements 
are required, even in a trivial negocia- 
tion. On the contrary, how comfort- 
| able, how honourable to human nature, 
if promises were bonds, and assertions 
affidavits ! What pleasure and what im- 
provement would be derived from con- 
versation, if every one would dare to 
speak his real sentiments, with modes« 
ty and decorum indeed, but without 
any unmanly fear of offending, or ser- 
vile desire to please for the sake of in- 
terest! To please, by honest means, 
and from the pure motives of friend- 
ship and philanthropy, is a duty; but 
they who study the art of pleasing 
merely for their own sakes, are, of all 
characters, those who ought least to 
please, and who appear, when the 
mask is removed, the most disgust- 
ful. Truth and simplicity of manners 
are not only essential to virtue and 
happiness, but, as objects of taste, truly 
beautiful. Good minds will always be 
pleased with them, and bad minds we 











need not wish to please. 














MY NATIVE LAND! 


Ah! how many things are expressed 
by this short sentence! there is a charm 
in it which language cannot describe ; 
‘it excites all the tender emotions so 
dear to the human heart ; it awakens a 
‘recollection of all the pleasures and 
| pains, all the hopes and fears we have 
‘once experienced in those happy days, 
when treading the soil which nourish- 
ed us, we passed the morning of life in 
the pursuit of innocent pleasures, re- 
| gardless of that which was concealed 
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by the dark and impenetrable veil of 
futurity. When our minds are awak- 
ened to a recollection of the trials we 
have met with, the misfortunes we 
have suffered, and the miseries we 
have sustained, they seem to exceed | 
the pleasures we have received ; but 
when these recollections are connected | 
with the country which gave us being, | 
they lose much of their weight; they | 
seem as trifles compared to the attrac- 
tion it possesses, the happiness it has 
once afforded and can still bestow. All 
our pleasures seem heightened, and 
all our griefs seem lessened; time 
seems to have cast a softening light 
over the darker part of the picture ; 
the different tints seem to mingle ; it 
is no longer composed of brilliant light | 
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| 


| 
| 


and gloomy shade; we see them no | 
| 


more contrasted, like the splendor of 
noon with the darkness of night, but, 
like the calm beauties of twilight, with | 
blended pleasure, and pleasing melan- 


choly. 





—— +O 

Though beauty is, with the most apt 
similitude, cailed a flower that fades 
and dies almost in the very moment 
of its maturity; yet there 1s, methinks, 
a kind of beauty which lives even to 
old age ; a beauty that is not 7# the 
features but shines through them, as it 
is not merely corporeal, itis not the 
object of mere sense ; nor is it to be 
discovered but by persons of true) 
taste and refined sentiment. ‘There 
are strokes of sensibility, nice touches | 
of delicacy, sense, and even virtue, 
which, like the master traits in a fine 
picture, are not to be discerned by vul- 
gar eyes, that are captivated with vi- 
vid colours and gaudy decorations. 
There are emanations of the mind, 
which, like the vital spark of celestial 
fire, animate the form of beauty with a 
living soul. Without this, the most 
perfect symmetry in the bloom of) 


AND LITERARY MISCELLANY. 





| stow on them. 


| hands as she received their petitions. She cast 
. good natured look towards them, as they 








youth is but a “kneaded clod ;” but 
with it, the features that time itself has | 








defaced, have a spirit, a sensibility, an | 
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inexpressible charm which those only 
do not admire who want faculties to 
perceive. 


—~8 +a 


THE GIFTS OF FORTUNE, 


Fortune having declared it ber intention to 
make mankind amends for the mary mischiev- 
ous tricks which she had played them; her le- 
vee was soon crowded; and happiest was he 
who could get foremost in the ranks. A touch 
upon the forehead, gave one impudence: he 
went off and married an beiress. Assiduity was 
communicated by a kiss to the tips of another’s 
fingers, and he scraped up a million out of the 
dirt, to be thrown there by his successors, 
She spread an unguent over the tongue of a 
third, and he fluttered the people out of an of- 
hee; and she looked stupidly into the eyes of a 
fourth, and, bidding him call it gravity, enga- 
ged him a bishopric. She had almost got to 
the end of her beneficence, when three stran- 
gers appeared, all with the same eagerness of 
face ; all with vast humility and address, and 
all with the same complaisant ease of acquies- 
cing in whatever she would be pleased to be- 
The goddess was washing her 


knelt by her ; and dangling her left hand with 

| all the jaunty ease of an Auretti, shook off a 
drop of the suds from the tip of her finger.— 
The bubble enlarged its form as it danced to- 
wards them; and the utmost radiance of co- 
louring fluctuated on its surface ; and within 
its cavity appeared, self balanced on its cen- 
tre, in golden capitals, the glorious word— 
Honovr! The unsubstanriai form floated in 
the liquid air, and made its approaches towards 
each of them, in their turns, as a motion from 
the finger of the deity gave it direction. Each 
would have seized it, but all were forbidden 
“ Be satisfied,” said the goddess: ‘ It will 
serve youall. The appearance of it is all that 
can be of use to you. While the breath of your 
own mouths mutually blows it from one to ano- 
ther, each will be entitled to all its advan. 
tages : but, remember, when you grasp it, it 
is lost. . Let this be your religion,” continued 
she,—** this your honesty, this your friend- 
ship ; let this set the seal upon your faith ; let 
this keep the key of your treasures : this will 
stand in the place of every virtue, in the world’s 
eye ; and this shall take the seat of interest 
among youfselves, and make it worth your 
while to be faithful to each other. Now go,” 
concluded the goddess: ** The world is before 
you ; and know, that—every thing is in the 
power of him who bus honour -” The suppli- 
ants departed, the bubble danced before them, 
and, as it passed from mouth to mouth, spread 
x mutual lustre over the face from which 
it parted, and that which waited to receive 
it. 
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POETRY. 


THE ARABS DAUGHTER. 


‘** Take courage, love, the burning breeze, 

That sigh’d among tby locks, has past ; 
On Lebid rest, those tender Knees, 

sink ’mid the horrors of the waste. 
«© Beneath yon cliti a limpid rill, 

Flows sparkling from the desart cave, 
And o’er the brink with living thrill, 

Their toilage the Mimosas wave. 
‘© Soon shali thy languid beauties press, 

The moss that clothes the fountain’s side, 
And sleep beguiling thy distress, 

Through every nerve shall sweetly glide.” 
With mournful softness Abra smil’d, 

Then bath’d in tears, her eyes she bent, 
To trace once more beyond the wiid, 

The palms that hid her father’s tent. 
Their leaves had tann’d her infant brow, 

And otten with her lute belov’d, 
Alive to pleasure’s purest glow, 

Beneath their branches she had rovy’d. 
«Lis just,” she cried, * my fainting frame 


Should languish ’reath the noon-tide beam, _ 


I left my sire to grief and shame, 
Entranc’d in passion’s frantic dream. 
«* But ’ere the evening tints decline, 
This tever’d pulse wil! beat no more, 
Still, thus to press my cheek to thine, 
Breathes comtort on my dying hour. 
«« Love whisper’d ; I should bless thy youth, 
And, in mistfortune’s gloomy day, 
My smile thy pensive heart would sooth, 
Soft as the em'rald’s dewy ray. 
‘© Yet, droop not thus in deep despair, 
Nor, when these limbs to earth are given, 
Think thy poor Abra slumbers there, 
But trace her ’mid the stars of Heay’n. 
‘¢ No terroi*chills my brow resign’d, 
As the death-angel hovers near ; 
His pinions rustle in the wind, 
He frowns, and lifts the shadowy spear, 
«© In darkness rulls my dizzy brain, 
To realms of rest my spirit flies ; 
Lebid, we soon shall meet again, 
Among the bowers of paradise.” 


——2;- oe 


TO MARYe s 
I wish, nor ever wish thee ili ! 
I wish thee all thy heart’s desire, 
Mary ! if just may time fulfil 
The wish that friendship doth inspire. 
I wish thee, dear ! a sacred boon, 
Nay, Heav’n importune to bestow it, 
{ wish thee married girl, and soon ; 
But wish thou ne’er may’st wed a poet. 





THE MAID OF CORINTH. 


[To the Maid of Corinth we are indebted for 
the origin of painting.—While she was con- 
fined in prison, she amused herself by sketch- 
ing on the wall ofher cell the shadow of her 
passing lover. ] 

| By the pale lamp’s reflecting light, 

I saw thy shadow on the wall— 

Oh! what a pleasing, rapt’rous sight— 
My friend, my lover, and my all. 

| To cheer my solitary hours, 

| Thy honor’d shade I often view, 

| Oh, Palemon ! with all my powers, 

| I'll trace thy image, fair and true. 

| But, ah ! the fond resemblance flies ; 

| Yet thy dear form shall still remain ; 

| The gods shall hear a maiden’s cries, 
And art shall cure me of my pain. 

With magic pencil will I trace, 

| ‘Thy features so divinely fair ; 

| No power on earth shall e’er efface, 

| Tho’ time the colours may impair. 

| But how imperfect is the sketch, 

| A faithful lover now has giv’n ; 

| Could I a true resemblance fetch 

| From God’s above in highest heav’n. 
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LINES, 
_ Upon seeing a beautiful infant sleeping upon the bo- 
som of its mother. 


Upon its native pillow dear, 

The little slumberer finds repose ; 
} His fragrant breath eludes the ear, 

As zephyr passing o’er the rose. 
Yet soon from that pure spot of rest, 

Love’s little throne, shalt thou be torn, 
Time hovers o’er thy downy crest, 

To crown thy iv’ry brow with thorn. 
Oh ! thoughtless, could’st thou now but see, 

On what a world thou soon must move, 
Or taste the cup prepar’d for thee, 

Of grief, lost hope’s, or widow’d love. 
Ne’er from that breast thou’dst raise thine 

head, 

But thou wouldst breath to heav’n a pray’r, 
To let thee in thy blossom fade, 

And in a kiss to perish there 


2D + 


TO MARIA, 
On her wearing two miniatures set in one locket. 


Exempt from art and base deceit, 
Maria once I thought complete, 
But alter’d now the case is ; 
She, like all other girls, I find, 
Can use her cunning when inclin’d, 
And wear, alas !—two faces. 
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